THERE LAY THE CITY
watching over Mary and it's getting late."
" Good night, doctor.   If I can help......"
He looked at me and I stopped. It was the sort
of sentiment I seldom expressed and I thought, in
that moment, of my aloofness, my distance from the
rest of the world and my independence which must,
I felt, always be inviolate. Already there had been
Sir Udul and the Khoja lady. Yesterday it was Judy
and Maxine Very soon it would be the whole of the
city that would be knocking at my door, and I knew
if I yielded now I would be yielding to them all and it
would mean the end of my street in Seville, the end of
the grand boulevard that ran below my window, the
end of all that beautiful world that lay, in my
imagination, at my feet.
" You can help," he said, looking away. "You
have helped. I have seen it in your face. The change
in you from the days when we used to cross each other
on the stairs and nod "
I didn't reply nor commit myself. And as he
left me to go back to his wife and the little Goan
girl who watched over her, I wondered what I was
changing to and why.
When Dr. Felix D'Souza left, I began to feel the
strain of the day. It was not easy to get sleep after
a day so strenuous as that. I couldn't even change
into my pyjama suit which came from the cotton mill
that roared only a few hundred yards away. Roaring
in the distance, its chimney standing up like a spire
in the clearness of a pagan sky. For all divinity had